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it. Now Wesakchak was greater than a human
being; he was really a spirit. So when he breathed
upon the clay, it formed itself into a ball and began
to grow. He rolled the ball in his hands, and when
it grew a little larger, he said a few words over it.
At once there came forth a little mouse, who began
running around the ball. The mouse was just the
color of the earth, Wesakchak said to it, “ Your
name shall be The Mouse and you shall always live
amid the people, and your color shall be the color
of the earth.” So to this day we find the mouse in
the homes of people, and it always is the same dark
gray color.

As the mouse continued running, the ball kept
growing. In a few minutes Wesakchak said some
more words and out ran a little chipmunk. He
began chasing around the ball too, but he could not
stay on as well as the mouse. He slipped and
nearly fell off several times. Wesakchak caught
him and put him safely on again, but in doing so
left the marks of his fingers on the chipmunk’s
back. And there they have remained ever since,
and look like dark brown stripes.

The two little animals kept on running and We-
sakchak now brought forth a red squirrel. There
was a strong wind blowing, and the squirrel seemed
timid. He would run for a little distance and then




